GRANDEUR OF GHOSTS

He could hear the wheel upon the hill
when it left the level road.
He could make a gate, and dig a pit,
and plow as straight as stone can fall
And he is dead*

ERNEST RHYS

IN MEMORY OF WILFRED OWEN

I HAD half-forgotten among the soft blue waters

And the gay-fruited arbutus of the hill

Where never the nightingales are silent.

And the sunny hours are warm with honey and dew ;

I had half-forgotten as the stars slid westward        10
Year after year in grave majestic order.
In the strivings and in the triumphs of manhood.
The world's voice, and the touch of beloved hands.

But I have never quite forgotten, never forgotten
All you who lie there so lonely, and never stir
When the hired buglers call unheeded to you,
Whom the sun shall never warm nor the frost chill

Do you remember... but why should you remember ?
Have you not given all you had, to forget ?
Oh, blessed, blessed be Death !   They can no more
vex you,                                                           20

You for whom memory and forgetfulness are one.

RICHARD ALDINGTON

GRANDEUR OF GHOSTS

*

WHEN I have heard small talk about great men
I climb to bed ; light my two candles ; then
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